told me, shortly after Ellen Terry's visit, that she had impressed them
as one of the most spiritual women they had ever met, She was remem-
bered in the prayers of the community in all her afflictions while she was
alive, and now they pray for her soul. There is another nun at Stanbrook,
besides the brilliant and lovable Abbess, to whom Ellen Terry was known
personally. I. C. D., an intimate friend of Edy's, entered the convent in
1920.
To go back to the Order of the Beads. There was no more active mem-
ber than "Bertie" or "The Bart," (Sir Albert Seymour). He and Graham
Robertson, and "old Tom" (Tom Heslewood, actor and costume-
designer) saved Ellen Terry from being obliged to put up with an almost
exclusively feminine society during her last years. "Bertie has a heart of
gold" was Ellen Terry's favourite tribute, and I never heard any one ques-
tion that it was deserved. He understood her much better than many
people who appeared to be nearer her intellectual level. Shrewd, rather
than clever, he knew how to entertain her, and his quickness in seizing
her mood astonished one in a person, who apart from her, seemed slow.
I think "Bertie" studied Ellen Terry with the same diligence that others
apply to their special subject, philosophy or art, or mathematics. He was
really learned in Ellen Terry, This prevented him from forming some
definite conception of her, which when she was old it would have
fatigued her to try and satisfy. He was untiring in devising little pleasures
for her, from a dinner at Claridge's, when she was in the mood to go out,
to a present of fish or asparagus for her table when she was in the mood
to stay at home. He fought gallantly by her side, when she was resisting
Time, cossetting her with flatteries about her youthfulness. And when the
war was over, even to those last days of her life when there was no past for
her, and no future, only the present moment to be lived through, "Ber-
tie** did not fail hen
Owing to my friendship with Edy, I saw a great deal of Ellen Terry
after I had ceased to be associated with her as literary henchman, and had
opportunities for observing how the Knights and Ladies of the Order of
the Beads, whose cherished insignia had been strung into a necklace,
behaved when their loyalty was tested. There were some who were not
even conscious of a test. They found the singular fascination of Ellen
Terry undiminished, and indeed it was as little affected by time as that
spiritual flame which some could still see burning brightly in the mist
which had gathered over her mind. There were others who were dis-
concerted by her inability to play her old part in their lives, and of these,
few had the patience or unselfishness to adapt themselves to the change.
The list of the faithful had grown tragically short by the year 1928 when
Ellen Terry died, yet still it is too long for me to pay an adequate tribute